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" Adieu, my dear Maurice: I am firmly convinced we shall
soon meet again."
The incident is related by Mademoiselle Durey in the cor-
respondence already referred to.
" Her father, Mademoiselle Briard, and I, had dined with
her that -evening, and she read ug the letter she was writing
to comfort poor Maurice, whom we have to leave behind us,
she said; the last lines of it sent a chill to our hearts. We
could not help thinking they were prophetic of the writer's
own approaching death."
The news of Raphael's progress in Havana being of the
most exhilarating nature, the company embarked on the 19th
instant for that city. The Havaneros, too enthusiastic with
regard to the fine arts not to be electrified at the idea of pos-
sessing in their own town the grande tragedienne, had sub-
scribed en masse. There could not be a doubt that the great-
est success would attend her if she performed; unfortunately,
the last point was very uncertain. It was hoped, however,
that when she had recovered from the fatigues of the voyage"
she would improve.
Every physician that was called in" agreed in saying that
rest was indispensable. If climate could be of any avail, she
certainly had the benefit of the mildest winterfcquarters in the
world, yet she did not seem to get better, and the period of her
announced appearance was indefinitely adjourned.
This state of things was extremely annoying to the hapless
manager, who saw before him a wretched prospect: the idea
of having to refund all the bright doubloons and fair dollars
that had passed into his possession was cruel indeed.
As for the Havaneros, their impatience soon-made them
irritable, and they declared their utter disbelief in the alleged
cause of delay. That Rachel could not play for them, when
they knew she had played a few days previous in Charleston
—the thing was absurd, and all the blame was laid to caprice.
By way of revenge, one .of the leading papers, " La Preusa,"
commenced the publication of M. Mirecourt's biography of
Rachel, translated into Spanish, to the infinite vexation of the
tragedienne.
Nor were the Havaneros alone to deem themselves fooled.

